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Author's Notes: 
Kelpie tossed me this bumy in the form of a picture that | believe is up in the Helloween Promo Pics thread. 
When | saw the picture, | couldn\'t help but run with it. 


Thanks to her for the bunny and many thanks to Hector for the help with editing it. 


His wrists are numb. In fact, his hands are too, the fingers cold and he knows what they'd look like if he could 


in fact see. 


The blindfold that obscures his sight is rough, the fibers catching his eyelashes so when he blinks away tears 
reflexively, they catch. And the tears do come; when the pain is sharp, when it sings across every nerve 


ending his body possesses, they come. 


With every hit, he rises, arching into it and away from it at the same time, wrists pressing into the metal. 
Softened leather slides over his back, the skin itching tantalizingly as he hears that low voice echo through the 


room. 


"You haven't made a sound. Good boy." 
Low but not harsh; it's plenty nice. 


Logically, he knows that it shouldn't take something of this magnitude to set his senses on fire, to set the 
events of the rest of the night in motion But he can't help himself; hearing the heavy breathing of the 


considerably larger man from near him. 


A hand touches him, making his body jerk, the feeling unexpected. This is a change from the normal events of 


the night. 


Or maybe it's just an acceleration. For startling so easily, there's another slap of that same soft leather. It 
stings, and for a moment, Dani could swear that he felt the blood rush to the area. Another firmer slap, lower 


this time, almost wrings an involuntary moan from him. 


And so it continues. It continues, in fact, until he's hard from the occasional soft touch, and the way breath 


watts over his skin from time to time. 
It changes after his body shudders, fire racing over every inch of exposed skin. Even his scalp feels as though 
its on fire; every nerve ending tingling pleasurably as calloused fingers trace his ribcage. They slide around, 


passing easily along his sensitized skin. 


When they rest on his back, they're cool and pleasantly soothing. On the bar, his hands are relaxed before the 


warmth of the other man is closer than it has been all night. 


"Are you ready for me?" Sascha purrs, and it sends a low thrill down his spine and for the first time that 
right, Dani speaks. 


"Yes." 


